
"En Route"
By BENJAMIN DE CASSERES.

ITCYSMAN'S belonged to thoJKOrder of tlio s. Ho was
ono of those curious Doings doomed to
search for the Devil anil who found God
- (o reverse the sayin attributed to
Strinilberg about liims"lf. Huysmans,
like Flauljert and Haudelaire, ras one of
tho Colossi of Knnir. I To was bom tired,
having played out all incarnations, hav-

ing snppod Somewhere on all sensations,
having died unto many modes of sin and
love in Jives remote and un remembered.
His psychic npparatus came into tho
world like a ''movie'" screen on which all
combinations of crime, frenzy and poetic
manipulations had been tried. All he got
Hero was a dismal rcracmlerinr. "Old
stuff" was the world judgment written on
his dyspeptic, pessimistic countenance.

l'aul Ifourget, in his magnificent Essays
in f'ontemporaneow Pmrhology, has an-

alyzed definitively the Huysmnns "type"
in his studies on Flaubert, Stendhal, Bau-dclair- e,

Lceonte de Lisle and others. They
arc the men who forerun their own lives,
prophets of their own future, men whose
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What could you expect
ol a .girl whoso mother was too
fashionably occupied to bother
with her and whose father was
a good hearted blunderer with
no idea of what was going on
in Jus daughterV bead? And
Tsabelle (the Cricket) she Jiad
brains, she had irrepressible
energy and she had so much
imagination. She was an ex-

asperation to her mother, an
enigma to her father", and her
governesses and teachers con-

sidered her a devii. But Captain
Larry 0 'Leary th ough t h e would
Kke the cricket to sing on bis
hearth.

Do you remember "Bambi?"
"The Cricket" Is quite as sprite-r- y

and even more worth while.
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youth is taken up in pondering on the
vanity of their days to come. Beautiful
pastime if you can write like these men !

Godlike doom if you are an artist and
can give the world a Temptation of Faint
Anthony a Lcs Fleurs du Mai, Poetnes
Tragiques or an En Route.

It is the grandeur of pessimism that it
gives us wisdom and art. Despair and
pain breed the Beauty that the world
keeps. It is the heaven rending ironies
and canticles from the Prometheuscs of
art, chained to their granite Calvaries,

that endure. The human race is redeemed

in its curses, uttered through the lips of
its prophets. Pity the poor in spirit who

never cursed bis natal day! He is made

of such stuff as punk is made of and his
little life is rounded in a ladies' sewing
circle.

So, gentle reader and ye smug brethren
cf the pretty little "bedtime story," you arc
are not going to be "amused" when you

read J. K. Huysmans's En Route, trans-

lated from the French by O. Kcgan Paul
and brought out by E. P. Dntton & Co If
yon love the subtleties and mysteries of
the psychology of Catholicism, if you love
great writing and if there are pinions in

your brain wherewith to wing you to
heaven or plunge you to hell, if you love

the eondensed sentence that rocks you into
a far meditation, or you are an Alpinist
of great, high towering images and find

a pleasure in being bitten into an admir-

able frenzy by vital, out of the dugs
similes why, hero is your book; one you
will not sell or pawn or ram away among

your "current" reading.
En Route is the mystical diary of Dnr-ta- l,

who is no other than J. K. Iluysmans
himself. 'iDnrtal is a Lucullus of sensa-

tions, n Parisian who passed in and out
of his hells with tho ea?e of Satan him-

self. But it fell upon a certain day that
"conversion" or at least the"need of con-

version came to him. Conversion, Fays
William James, is simply the rise over
the threshold of consciousness of another
self, a buried ego that resurrects on an
Easter morn of the sprit. Durtal walks
toward hts Damascus, conversing with
spirits damned and spirits holy and spirits
ironic and spirits diabolic and spirits
lewd. Hell is paved with many gardens
if you know tho country. The monastery
La Trappo is his end "If they his lit-

erary acquaintances in Paris knew how
inferior they are to the lowest of the lay
brothers! If they could imagine how the
divine intoxication of a Trappist swine-- t

herd interests me more than all their con-

versations and all their books! Ah!
Lord, that I might live, live in tho shadow
of the prayers of humble Brother
Simeon!"

En Route is a perfect thesaurus of
musical, artistic and religious criticism.
After reading Huysmans one grasps more
completely the superficiality and hopeless
imitrttivencss of George Moore. For Iluys-
mans has lived in hell ; Moore only goes a
jaunting there. Huysmans sleeps with
Satan; Moore only leaves his visiting card
at his Majesty's mansion and makes notes
on the servants and the outbuildings,
being, bs he is, only a Dublin reporter with
a Pcrisrkn high school education.

Durtal drops into St. Sulpicc. He
listens to the sermon. "If these cooks of
the soul had any skill, if they served
their clients with delicate meats, theojogi-ea-l

essences, gravies of jirayer, conce-
ntrates sauces of ideas, they would vege-

tate misunderstood by their flocks. So,
on the whole, it is all for the best. The
low water mark of the clergy must con-

form to the level of the faithful, and in-

deed," ho concludes ironically, "Provi-
dence has provided carefully for this."

.Hnysmans's Catholic Church is esoteric,
aristocratic, a retreat for the elect of sin
and the obscurely damned; really some-

thing epicurean, a penetrailum for adepts,
a Pantheon for fallen but proud Lucifers.
In feet Catholicism is, with Iluysmans, a
branch, a detail of Art. "Finally," he
says, "Durtal has been brought hack to
religion by art. More even than his dis-

gust for life, art had been the irresistible
magnet which drew him to Clod."

The man has the eye of a great painter
of the Dutch school. He sees everything
vividly and in his great prose lays on nil
the colors of the spectrum. "The crowd
as it ran in the cruciform mould of the
ehurch became itself an enormous cross,
living and crawling, silent and sombre."
He says of a saint: "I have read her
works and she gives me the idea of a
stainless lily, but a metallic lily, forged of
wrought iron." And again in a moment
of doubt, "True goodness would lrae eon-sWt-

in inventing nothing, creating noth-

ing, in leaving nil as it was, in nothing-
ness, in peace."

The book is the book of a man sick
with the sacred sietness, the sickness of

Lucifer and Buddha and Thomas a
Kempis and Tolstoy. It is the sickness

done in great prose of one of the most
astonishing products of the age. And,
eorac who among us who is worth his
psychic salt is not thus sick unto death 7

En Route ia no man's road to redemption.

You may like his road or may not
him anyway for the sake of the

hallucinatingfy beautiful and sombre
6cenery on the way

EN EOUTE. By J. K. HcrsiUNS.
Button & Co. $i50.

Few but BEST
Carefully selected books that combine

merit and popularity

f Seldom has a book appeared more opportunely than
. M. HYNDMAiVS authorized CLEMENCEAU: The Wan

and His Time. "Exactly the book one wants at this
moment," says the Washington Star. "With such a subject
and with such exhaustive knowledge of his subject it is natural
that Mr. Hyndman should produce the book of tke year" sayi
the Springfield Union.
J One of the most remarkable human documents we have

ever published is YASHKA: My Life as Peasant, Officer
and Exile, by MARIA BOTCHKA REVA, which the N. Y.

Post calls "a record so sensational as almost to appear incredible..... Remarkable alike as a human document and for the
picture it paints of war-tim- e Russia in the throes of Bolshevik
propaganda."
J For the real facts about the smaller nations presenting their

national claims to the Peace Conference, read ISAAC DON
LEVINES THE RESURRECTED NATIONS, which gives
the histories, briefly and interestingly, of Poland, Arabia,
Jugoslavia, Armenia and fourteen other nations freed by the
Great War.
J There is an irresistible charm about the work of OLIVE

IIIGGINSPROUTY which makes it at once notable and popular.
This quality is more than ever present in her volume of vital
Amerjcan short stories, GOOD SPORTS. "Crisp, clean cut
and brightly told," says the N. Y. Evening Sun. GERTRUDE
ATIIERTONS mystery novel of California society, THE
AVALANCHE, is, according to the Boston Post, "the plausible
and exciting sort of tale that docs not let you turn the pages
leisurely."
I A book that answers all the inevitable questions the littlest

boys will ask about the war is DADDY PAT OF THE MA-

RINES, the letters of Lt. Col. FRANK E. EVANS to his young
son. "A joy for the youngsters and a book which tke older folks
will sneak away to read the way they go to the circus." Chicago
Tribune.

J Really worthwhile poetry is contained in SONGS OF THE
SERVICES, by Chief Yeoman WILL STOKES, a veteran of
thirty-tw- o years' service. His verse has, says the N. Y. Evening
Sim, "a fine rollicking lilt and much real humor."
q On April 23rd we hope to publish ALFRED NOYES' THE
NEW MORNING, into which is gathered all of Mr. Noyes'
verse since 1914, including his great war poem, "The Avenue
of the Allies," and such other well-like- d poems as "Princeton,
1917," "Kilmeny," "The Phantom Fleet," "The Vindictivc,"ctc. .

$ At all bookshops.
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is one of the
and

oldest and
dearest entertainments of man-

kind. Here are two delightful new
stories.

NIXOLA&K
By FELIX GRENDON

.Not a line of slush. Not a line of dulness.
This is a romance of basines with all of
the flavor and none of the fever of a Wall
Street atmosphere. The dialogue sparkles,
and the story moves with grateful swiftness.
It is good to know Nixola, Aristide Cambeau
and all the rest. Price $1.SO

I'VE COME to
Stay

By MARY HEATON VORSE

A story of Greenwich Village artist life, and
as breezy and gay and charming as the per-fect- ly

incorrigible and perfectly fascinating
Tittle girl who helps along the love story of
the artist and the girl from uptown. In this
latest and liveliest story of hers Mrs. Vorse
displays her story-tellin- g powers in their
fullest measure. Price $1.25
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AIR MEN O' WAR
By BOYD CABLE

Author of "Between the Lines," "Action Front," "fYont
Lines," "Grapes of Wrath," "Doing Their Bit," etc.

All of BOYD CABLE'S clear-cu- t. thrilling stories are lrad on actual facts
gleaned straight from tho front. Here we have the 'experiences of the flyinc
men made viv'd by tho ame imagination and trustwortliy knowledge. Ntt, ?1.75.
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